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The Tragedie of.Hamlet . 


Which now goes coo free-footed. 

Both . We will hafte vs. Exeunt Cent • 

Enter Polonius . 

My Lord,he*s going to his Mothers Cloffet: 
Bchindc the Arras lie conuey my felfc 
To heare the Procefle. lie warrant fhcc’l tax him home, 
And-as you faid, and wifely was it faid, 

*Tis meece that iome more audience then a Mother* 
Since'Nature makes them parciall, fliould o’re-heave 
The fpeech of vantage. Farcyou well my Liege, 
lie call vpon you ere you go to bed. 

And tell you what 1 know. 

King. Thankes deeremy Lord. 

Oh my offence is ranke, it fmels to heauen. 

It hath the primal! eldeft curfe vpon’t, 

A Brothers murthcr. Pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as flharpe as will: 

My ftrongcr guiltjdefeats my ftrong intent. 

And like a man to double bufinefie bound, 

I ftand in paufe where I fhall firft begin, 

And both ncglert; what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe with Brothers blood, 

Is there not Raine enough in the fweet Heaucns 
To wafli it white as Snow ? Whereto ferues mercy. 

But to confront the vifage of Offence ? 

And what's in Prayer, but this two-fold force, 
Tobefore-ftalled ere we come to fall. 

Or pardon’d beingdowne?Then lielooke vp, 

My fault is paft. But oh,what forme of Prayer 
Can ferue my tunic ? Forgiuc me my foule Murthcr: 
That cannot be, fince I am ftill poffeft 
Of thole efferts for which T did the Murther. 

My Crowne, mine owne Ambition,and my Quecnc: 
May one be pardor/d,and rccaine th’oftencc ? 

In the corrupted currants of chi s world, 

Offences gilded hand may (hone by Iuftice, 

And ofc ’cis feene, the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law; but Tis not fo aboue. 

There is no fhufflmg, there the Artion lyes 
In his true Nature, and we our felues compell’d 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults. 

To giue in cuidcncc. Whac then ? What refts ? 

Try what Repentance C3n. What can it notf 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

Oh wretched ftaie! Oh bofomc, blacke as death ! 

Oh limed foule, that flriigling to he free. 

Art more ingag’d; Hclpe Angels, make affay: 

Bow ftubborne knees,and heart with firings of Sicelc, 

Be fofc as linewes of the new-borne Babe, 

All may be well. 

Enter Hamlet. 1 

Ham. Now might I do it pat,now he is praying* 

And now lie doo’r, and fo he goes to Heauen, 

And fo am I reueng'd : that would be fcann'd, 

A Villainc kilies my Father, and for that 
I hisfoule Sonne, do this fame Viiiaine fend 
Tc hcauen.Oh this is byre and Sallery/.iot Reuengc. 

He tookc my Father groffely, full of bread. 

With all his Crimes broad blowne ; as frefh as May, 

And how his Audit ftands,who knowes,fauc Heauen : 

But inourcircumftance and courfeofthought 
*Tis hcauie with him : and am I then reueng’d. 

To takchim in the purging ofhis Soule, 

When he is fit and feafon'd for his paflage ? No. 

Vp Sword,and know thou a more horrid hent 


When he is drunke afleepe: or in his Rage 
Or in th’inceftuous plcaliire ofhis bed, b * 

At gaming, 1 wearing,or about fomc a£l e 
Thatha’* norell'fh ofSaluationin’t, 

Then trip him, thathis hceles maykickeat F 
And that his Soule may be as damn’d aud black^ 
As Hell, whereto it goes. My Mother ftayes ** 

1 hisPhyficke but prolongs thy fickly dayes’ 

M u V ^o^sflyevp.mythought, remain bt ,' 
Words without thoughts, neuer to Heau cn p 0 ‘ 0yt : 

■ O’ Exit. 

Enter Queene and Polonius. 

Pci. He will come ftraighc: 

Looke you lay home to him, 

Tell him his prankes haue been too broad to b 
And that your Grace hath fcree’nd,and flood rtf' VVit! ’> 
Much hcate.andhim. Hefilenccmec’cnehecre etWt?nt 
Pray you be round with him. * 

Ham.witbtn . Mother,mother, mother. 

££u. lie warrant you,feare me not. 

Withdraw, I heare him comming. 

Enter Hamlet . 

Ham. Now Mother,wbat’s the matter? 

Qu. Hamlet, thou haft thy Father much offended 
Ham. Mother,you haue my Father much offended 
£& Come,come, you anfwer with on idle toneue 
Ham. Go,go,you queflion with an idle tongue* ‘ 
gu. Why how now hamlet ? ° 

Ham. Whats the matter now? 

£1*. Haue you forgot me? 

Ham. No by the Rood,not fo: 

You are the Quecne, your Husbands Brothers wife 
But would you were not fo. You arc my Mother. ’ 
Qu. Nay,then ] le fet thofe to you that can fpeake. 

Ham. Come,come,and fit you downe,you fhall not 

boudge: 

You go not till I fet you vp a glaflc. 

Where you may fee the inmoft part ofyou ? 

^ Qu. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murther me? 
Hclpe,he)pc,!ioa, 

Pol. What hoa,hclpe,hclpe, helpe. 

Ham. How now,a Rat? dead for a Ducate,dead. 
Pol. Oh I am flame. Ki/les Polort im. 

Qu. Oh me,what haft thou done ? 

Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King? 

Qjt. Oh what a rafli,and bloody deed is this? 

Ham. A bloody decd,almoft as bad good Mother, 

As kill a King, ar.d marrie with his Brother. 

Qu. As kill a King? 

Ham. I Lady,*rwas my word. 

Thou wretched, rafli, intruding foole farewell, 

I tooke thee for thy Betters, take thy Fortune, 

Thou find’ft to be too bufie,is fome danger. 

Leane wringing of your hands, peace, fit you downc, 
And let me wring your heart, for fo I (hall 
If it be madeofpcnetrable ftuffe; 
if damned Cuftome haue not braz’d it fo, 

That it is proofe and bulwarke againft Senfe. 

j£?«.What haue 1 done, that thou dar’ft wag thy tong, 
In noife fo rudeagainft me ? 

Ham. Such an A£l 

That blurres the grace and blufh ofModeftie, 

C als V errue H ypocrite, takes offrhe Rofe 
From the faire forehead of an innocent loue, 

And makes a blifter there. Makes marriage vowes 
As falfeas Dicers Oathes. Ohfucha deed, 

As 


The Tragedie of Hamlet. 


zji 


^Tfiocri the body ot Contraction pluckes 
T»ie very foule, and fwcctc Religion makes 
^rapfidie of w^rds. Heauens lace doth glow* 

Yea this folidity and compound mafic, 

Wtch trifttuli vifage as againit the doome. 

Is thought Ticke at the art, 

Quj Aye me ; what art. that roares fo Iowd* & thun¬ 
ders in the Index. 

Ham. Looke hecrc vpon this Pirture.ani on this. 
The counteract prefentenent oft wo Brothers: 

See whac a grace was featrd on his Brow, 

Hyperions curies, the front of louc him felfe, 
eye like Mars, to threaten or command 
A Station, iike the Heraki Mercuric 
Mew lighted on a heauen- kifitng hiH: 

Combination, and a forme indeed, 

Where eucry God did feeme to fet his Scale> 

To giue the world affurance of a man. 

This was your Husband. Looke you now v^hat foliowcs. 
Heeretsyour Husband^, like a Mildew’d care 
BUfting his wholfom breath. Haue you eyes ? 

Could you on this fane Mouotame leaue ro feed, 

And batten on this Moore t Ha; Haue you eyes ? 

You cannot call it Loue : For at ym r age. 

The hey-day in the blood is tame, it’s humble. 

And wanes vpon the Judgement : and what Judgement 
Would flop from this, to this ? What Jiucii was't. 

That thus hath coufend you at hoodman-blinde ? 

0 Shame J where is thy Biufh ? Rebellious Hell, 
if thou canfi muthie in a Matrons bones, 

To flaming yoatb, let Vcrtuc be as waxe. 

And melt in her owne fire. Proclaims no (hame, 

When the compulfiue Acdure gluts ti e charge, 
SinccFroftit felfe, asartiudy doth burne, 

AsReafon panders Will. 

£tt. O Hamlet, fpeake no more. 

Thou turn’ft mine eyes into my very foule. 

And there I fee fuch blarke and grained (pots. 

As will not leaue tneir Tinrt. 

Ham. Nay.buttoliue 
In the ranke Iwcat of an enfeamed bed« 

Stew'd in Corruption; honynig and making loue 
Oucr the nafiy Stye. 

Oh fpcake to me,no more, 

Thcie words like Daggers enter in mine cares. 

No more fweet Hamlet . 

Ham. A Murdc:cr,and a Vjllaine: 

A Skuc, that is not twentieth part the tyche 
Of your precedent Lord. A viceofKings, 
ACutpurfeofthe Empire and the Rule. 

That rrom s fhelre.t! e precious Diadem fiole, 

And put it h> his Pocket. 

No more* 

Enter Chcft. 

Ham. A Sing of (breds and patches. 

Saue me : and houcr o’rc me with your wings 
You heauenly Guards.What would you gracious figure? 
£h. Alas he’s mad. 

Ham. Do you not come your tardy Sonne to chide* 
That laps e in Time snd Pafiion, lets go by 
Th’impartant arting of your dread command ? Oh fay. 

Qhoft. Do not forget; this Vacation 
Is but to whet thy ahuoft blunted purpcfc. 

But looke. Amazement on thy Mother lies; 
f* (Up betw^enc her. and her fighting Soule, 

Conceit in weakefi bodies, firengefi workes. 


1 Speake to her Hamlet, 

Ham. How is it with you Lady ? 
t Qu. Alas,how is J t with you ? 

That you bend you r eye on vacancie. 

And with their corporall ayre do hold difeourfe. 

Forth at your eyes, your fpirits wildely pcepe. 

And as the fieeping Soldiours in th’Aiarmc, 

Your bedded hairc, like life in excrements. 

Start vp, arid ftand an end* Oh gentle Sonne, 

Vpon thehcate and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle code patience. Whereon do you looke ? 

Ham. On him,on him : look you how pale he glares, 
His forme and caule conioyn’d, preaching to ftones. 
Would make them capeable. Do not looke vpon me, 

L caft with this pittecus artion you conuert: 

My fterne effects : then what I haue to do. 

Will want true colour; teare5 perchance for blood. 

Qu, To who do you fpeake this? 

Ham. Do you fee nothing there? 

Qh. Nothing at all, yet ail that is I fee* 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 

Qji. No,nochir.g but our ieiues. 

Ham.Why look you there: iooke how it fteals away: 
My Father in his habite* as he liucd, 

Looke where he goes euen now out at the PortalL Exit, 
Qv. This is the very coynageofyom Braine, 

This bodileffeCreation cxcafic is very cunning id. 

Ham. Extafie? 

My Pulfc as yours dorh temperately keepetirre. 

And makes ashealthfuil Muiicke. it is not madncfic 
That l haue vttcred ; bring me tc the Tefi 
And I the matter will re-word . which madncfic 
Would gamboll from. Mother,for loue of Grace, 

Lay not a flattering Vnrtion to your foule. 

That not your trcfpafie, but my madncfic fpcakes: 

It will but skin and fiime the Vlccrous place, 

Whil’ft ranke Corruption mining all within, 
lofcrts vnfeene. Confcfle your iclfe to Heauen, 

Repent what s pafi, auoyd what is to come. 

And do not fpred the Compofi or the Wecdcs, 

To make rhem ranke, Forgiuc me this my Vertue, 

For in the fatnefie of this purfie times, 

Vertue it felfe, of Vice muft pardon begge, 

Yca courb,and woe, for leaue to do him good* 

JPu. Oh Hamlet, 

Thou haft elefe my heart in twainc* 

Ham. O throw away the worlcrpart of it. 

And hue the purer with the other haife. 

Good night, but/go not to mine V; kies bed, 

Affume a V ertur, if you hsue it not refraine tonigh^ 

And that fhal! lend q kinde of eafinefle 

To cne next abftinence. Once more goodnight. 

And when you rc defirous tobe blcfi.i 
Ileblefiing beggeofyou. For thi > fame Lord, 

J do repent: but heauen hath pleas’d it fo, 

Topunifh me with this, ar 4 d this with me, 

That I mutt be their Scourge and Minifter, 

I will beftowhim,and will anfwer well 
7 he death I gaue him : fo againc.good night. 

T muft be cruell, oncly ro be kinde ; 

Thus bad begins, and worie remames bchinde. 

Qn. What (liaJI I do ? 

Ham. Not this by no mcancs that I bid you do : 

Let the blunt King rempr you againc to bed, 

Pinch Wanton on your chceke. CaH you his Moufe, 

And let him for a pairc of rcechic kitfcs, 

______ PP 2 ° r 
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